A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
stead. It is one thing sleeping the night in Lina's
arms, after a not too good dinner and minding one's
p*s and q's: it is another making the best of it in a
thorny ditch and standing in a queue later at the
Red Lamp clinic where sterilisation is practised.
As there are in the ranks of the British Army some
of the finest middle- and lower middle-class stock
in the Kingdom it is not surprising that young men
find themselves in this strange queue, who would,
in times of peaces have hesitated to line up outside
a music hail.
How have the mighty fallen! But as the mighty
hold equal blame with the opportunists for the pre-
sence of war in our midst, they can hardly complain
when their sons - and daughters, are bitten!
At this period I am seriously exercised in my mind
owing to the behaviour of two battalion commanders
on whom I am forced to rely to a great extent for
co-operation, and to whom the safety of the line is
of less importance than the whisky bottle. Both are
cheery amiable fellows in the ordinary way, but our
present way is no ordinary way. Both are of that
pre-war type - good mess presidents and judges of
wine-but both are now a menace to our safety.
One has just kept me waiting several hours after the
relief of the line was complete, during which period
I commanded his battalion in action* while he was
finishing his port in billets! The other had become
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